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Idpleajdnt ComecCic^ of 

Andwhatsto come fir lebnjLh&t can we tclf. 

Mi.? a. Sitlobn tisthu$,yourdifhoneft meaflca 
To call our credits into qucftion. 

Did make vs vndertake to our bcft, 
Toturneyourleaudiufttoamerryleft. 

Tal. Ieft,tis well, haue I Iiued to thefeyeares v. 
To be gulled now, now to be ridden ? 

Why then thcie were not F airies ? 

Mif.Pa. No (klohn but boyes. 

Tal. By theLord I was twice or thrife in the 
They were not,andyct thegro/ricdTc (mind 

Of thefopperie perfwaded methey were. - 
Well,and the fine wits of the Court heare this, 
Thayle fo whip me with their keenc lefts. 

That thayle melt me out likerallow, 

, Drop by drop out of my greale. Boyes ! 

Sir Hu. I truft me boyes Sitlobn and I was 
Alfo a Fairie that didhelpe to pinch you. 

Yal, i,tis well I am your May-pole, 

Y ou haue the flart of mce. 

Am I ridden too with a wealch goate ? 

With a peece of’ toafted cheefef 

SirHff. Butter is better then checlefir lob#. 

You are all butter, butter. 

Tor . There is a further matter yetfo John, 
There^S 2o.pound you borrowed ofM.^rwf# Sir 
And it muftbe paid to M.YordSirJobn. (lohnl 
Mi ft or. Nay husband let that go to makeameds, 
Forgiue that lunytndfo weele all befriends. 

For. W ell here is my handballs forgiuen at Iafh 

Tal. It hath coft me well, 

I haue bene vvell pinchcd and waflied. 

Enter 





tU Htmy'ttnm of T^indjof. 

Enter the Doctor. 

Mi. Pd. Now M. Do<ftor,fonnc I hopeyou atCi. 

Do ft. Sonne begar yoube de ville voman, 
Begar I tinck to marry metres .d#, and begar 
Tis a whorfon garfon lack boy. 

Mif.P a. How a boy/* 

Daft. Tbtegarabo^ivJ 
Pa. Nay benotangry wife, /le tell thee true, 

Jt was my plot to deeeiue thce Co : 

And by this time your daughters married 
.To M*. Slender , and fee wherehe comes* 
EnterSfenden 
Now fonne Slender, 

Where’s your bride * 

S ten. Bride, by Gods Iyd / thitrke th etCS neuer a 
man in the worell hath that erode fbrtudc that l 
haue fbegod I could cry for vericanger. 
f a. Why whats the matterfonne Slender ? 

Slen. Sonne,nayby God/am none of your Ion. 
Pa. No,why Cot (married* 

S/«J.Why fo God faueme,tis aboy that I haue 
Pa. How a boyfwhy didyou miftake the word? 
Slen. No neither, for /came to her inredas you 
bad me,and/cried mum, and heecriedbudget^io 
wellas eucr youheard^and I haue married him. 

S/VH/if.Icfhu M, Slender, cannot you fee but marrie 

Frf. Oiam vext at hart, what dial I dof . (boyes? 

Enter Yenton andAnne. 

Mif.Pa. Here comes the man that hath deceiued 
How now daughter, wi; erehaueyou bin? fvs alls 
An. At Ciirchforlooth. 
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